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cold stones." His mother gives an illustration; " Cold
venison was crunching with ice after being an hour in
the oven, and I saw a large lump of ice still unmelted
in a pot where water was steaming all round it"

Stevenson himself stood the cold better than any of
his family, and, arrayed in a buffalo coat, astrakhan cap,
and Indian boots, used to go out daily. He would
take short walks on a hill behind the house, and skated
on the lake when the ice could be kept clear. But both
the ladies were ordered away for their health at differ-
ent times, while in February the maid was laid up with
a severe attack of influenza, the next victim being
Stevenson himself.

In the meantime he had not been idle. By December
he had written four of the essays for the magazine, and
was already on the threshold of a new Scotch story.
{"I was walking one night in the verandah of a small
house in which I lived, outside the hamlet of Saranac.
It was winter; the night was very dark; the air extraor-
dinary clear and cold, and sweet with the purity of
forests. From a good way below, the river was to be
heard contending with ice and boulders: a few lights
appeared, scattered unevenly among the darkness, but
so far away as not to lessen the sense of isolation. For
the making of a story here were fine conditions. I was
besides moved with the spirit of emulation, for I had
just finished my third or fourth perusal of Tbe Phantom
SUp. 'Come/ said I to my engine, 'let us make a
tale, a story of many years and countries, of the sea
and the land, savagery and civilisation; a story that
shall have the same large features, and may be treated
in the same summary elliptic method as the book you
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